


My worcb would bandie her to my Tweet Loue. 

And hii to me, but old folkcs^many faine as they were dcadj 
jV nwcildic, flow^ heauic, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe, 

O God Ihc comes, O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur- Tcter ftay atthc gitc. 

Ih, Now good fwcci: Nurfe ^ O Lord, why look’ft thou fad ? 
Though new.es, he fad, yet tell them mernly. * 

If good thou fliarn’ll the Mufick of fwcci newes. 

By playing it to me,with To Tower a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giue me leauc a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt hauc I had ? 

lu. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newese 
Nay come, I pray.thee fpeake, good,good Nurfe fpcake, 
ifur.: lefir what haft, can you not liay a while ? 

Doe you sot fee that I am^ut of breath ? 

Ih. How art thou out ^breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? i 

The excufc that thou do*ft mak c in t his delay, 

Is longer then the Talc thou do’rt cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwcrc to that, _ 

Say either and He ftay thecircuroftancer 
Let mebefaiisficd, iftgood or bad? 

Well, you hauc made a fimple choice , you known&t 
how to choofe a man : Romcejnd not he, though his face be bet# 
ter then any mans, yet his Icgge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body , though they becnot tobeetalkt on, y« 
they arc part compare . -he is not the .flowci of cu.tclie, but lie 
warrant him as gentle as a Lambe ; goc thy wayes Wench, 
fcrue’God. Whathaueyou dindc athomc ? 

lu. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he of our Marriage, what of that,?- 

^ur. Lord, how my head akes, what a head haueli 

It beates as it would fall in iwcntie pieces. ' 

My hackc a tothcr fide, a my backe, my backc: 

Beflirewyouc heart for feuding me about 




To citch my death with iauming vp and down^» 
lu, Ifaith I am forty that thou art not well. 

Sweet, fweetjfweec Nurfe^ tell me what (ayes ray Leue ? 

Nur. Your Loue fayes hke an honeft Gentleman, 

And a curteous, and a kind, and a handfome. 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

In. Where is my mother, why, ftiee is within, where (hioalri 
fliebec? 

How odiy thou replycft :■ 

Your Loue fayes like an honeft GentlemaHi, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 

Arc you fo hot, marry come vp I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones ; - 

Hcncc-forward doe your Meflages your felfe. 

lu. Here’s fuch a coyle, come what fayes ;?<»»«? 

Nur. Haue you got Icaue to goc to fluift to day ? 
lu. I haue. ' 

n Then high you hence to Fryer Lavreuee Cell. 

There ftayes a Husband to make you a Wife: 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in yourchcekes 

They le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes : * 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 

® Ladder by the which your Loue 

Jam theprudge, and toylc in your delight* 

Butyoufhali bcare the buWfoone at night. 

Goe 11^0 dinner, hyc you to the Cell. " 

M Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell.. 

Tri SaT •! ■ 

Doe thou bn? fight : 

- ‘^j^'^®“fhaads with holy words. 


